BY ORDER OF THE  SHAH

drove off. A blue sky rose above the brown hills. Beneath
lay a green and brown vineyard. Cypresses and firs
towered above the mud wall of an old cemetery.

"Chellan, the Place of Forty Graves/3 said Ichabod.

Beside a new tomb a man rocked to and fro, reciting
the Quran. Beyond, within a mud wall, trees screened a
pretentious blue house belonging to the head of the Qashgai
tribe, one of the Shah's permanent "guests" in Teheran.
On the summit of a hill stood a tower like an inverted flower-
pot. There, when the chieftain was in residence, he kept
a permanent look-out. On the crest of another hill three
small arches showed the Well of the Women, down which
adulterous wives were wont to be thrown to expiate their
sins.

Shiraz, rich in the poesy of her famous sons, had many
symbolical beliefs and sayings. She was the seat of strong
rulers, and, as each was overthrown, her fortunes fell.
Thus came the saying that Shiraz water rose in her wells
for thirty years, to sink for the next thirty. We had
evidently struck a good cycle of years, for streams bubbled
everywhere, suddenly emerging from a natural tunnel,
kissing the hillside for a few yards, to disappear again.
We stopped near a squat tower built astride a stream.
Asking permission of a group of loungers draping the door
sill, we entered a small dark chamber and groped our way
down a sloping tunnel, slippery with fine powder. It was
a flour mill. At the bottom, an ingenious system of wheels,
one turning another by water-power, ground the wheat and
blew white dust into our faces. The only light came down
the shaft. Brown-striped sacks bulged with freshly-milled
flour. We scrambled up, glad to breathe the fresh air again.

The driver whipped up the horses, and we stopped
before a flight of steps leading to a walled garden which
wore an air of careful repair. Gravel paths separated
petunias, verbena, violas, and carnations. In an ornamental
marble pool swam silver fish and golden carp. Butterflies
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